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Do You Remember?
Serena Zhen
Your voice announced the start of my day 
in the melody so sweet and familiar, 
telling me
to rub awake my weary eyes,
to brush those baby teeth squeaky clean, 
to get dressed in my pretty little clothes 
so we can leave for breakfast.
Do you remember this?
You held my tiny hands
in your hands
three times my size.
Rough looking places
where lines multiply
are soft & smooth to the touch. 
Off we went to yum lai cha 
and sik dan tat,
my favorite part of the day. 
We walked side by side –
me with my backpack
and light up shoes,
you with your cane
and warm leather jacket. 
Together, we were adorable. 
Together, we were strong.
Do you remember this?
I came to visit with mom and dad
to eat round sticky rice balls
that always escaped my chopsticks.
Assorted veggies danced with tiny pieces of fish. 
They all swam together in our bowls
and we smiled when we took that first bite. 
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You picked from your mix
my favorite parts
and laid them in my soup.
Eyes lit up with smiles wide 
as I ate them with delight. 
Stories skipped from
voice to voice,
one end to the next.
I spoke of school
and you told old tales. 
Do you remember this?
Mom reminded me to go home early. 
Reservations at six, we’re picking up the cake. 
I see you again.
Your back is more hunched,
hands a little shaky,
and hair white as snow.
I can see the skin shine where hair once was, 
now covered with a new friend,
hiding what years have done to you.
My voice refused to speak,
lost for words and useless thoughts.
All I could do was pour
into your porcelain
the chrysanthemum leaves
that danced around your tongue.
A simple gesture formed your crest, 
yet to you meant so much more. 
Something missed.
I stood next to you.
Cheese.
Snap.
Happy Birthday.
Do you remember this?
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Doors slide open.
A lady grins and requests my signature. 
I see your name,
I see your face.
“It’s been a while.”
I wheel you to moving pictures,
careful of your bruised feet,
and open my gift to you.
I cut desserts to pieces
and open the jar of sweet herbs and 
meat soaked for flavor.
“Open up. Good job.”
I lower to my knees,
bending forward to look
up into your eyes
like a little girl with wonder.
I retell our memories,
the moments we’ve shared,
and ask once again,
“Do you remember me?”
